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No Regrets 


He had no idea how he'd ended up in the position he was in. One minute they were talking. The next he was face 
first against the wall with his jeans around his knees and a hand pressed to the back of his skull. Fingers, long 
and calloused from decades of guitar playing, were wound into his hair. They alternated between pulling his 
head back and forcing it back against the wall. 


Shows were the place that they normally ran into one another. Naturally reclusive, James tended to politely 
turn down invitations to parties and get-togethers. And Jerry couldn't blame him. Social events could be 


overwhelming, especially to someone who just wanted to spend time away from the spotlight. 


But shows.. That's where it was at. And, with a triple A pass in hand, Jerry had been looking forward to sitting 
at the side of the stage and watching someone he looked up to rock the fuck out. Literally, on both counts. 


Hetfield was a tall fucker. Not much taller than most people but enough to make him one intimidating bastard. 
But deep down he was a softie. A sweetheart. A lovable rogue. 


Not tonight: 


They'd been sitting in a private room, chatting away, when something in the air had changed so quickly it was 
almost visible. Those blue eyes had taken on a darker hue and a smirk had twisted the older man’s lips. Before 
Jerry could ask what the fuck was going on, he was being hauled to his feet and pressed against the wall. 


Not that he was complaining. He'd never complain when someone decided to take him as suddenly, and as 


roughly, as James did. 


The smell of sex was heavy in the air. Sex and the unmistakable scent of testosterone. There was nothing left 
to lose as they went at it, his ass pushed out to receive the other man's cock. Sweat soaked his thin shirt 
and, just as he thought about yanking it over his head, the thin fabric was torn clean from collar to hem. He 


let out a startled grunt before his forehead was once more pressed back against the wall. 


No talking. No feelings. No bullshit. No regrets. Just rough, hard sex. The pounding that he'd needed for a long 
time. And Jerry was loving every minute of it. From the nails that raked down his slick skin and the guttural 
groan that escaped James’ lips, he'd say that the other man was enjoying it just as much. A break in the 

monotony of the road. An outlet for pent-up energy and frustration A mutual understanding that needed no 


words. 


His hair was pulled again and his mouth opened in a silent groan as his back dipped. James’ free hand was 
wrapped around his hip, holding him close as the silver-haired man pounded into him with reckless abandon. His 
own cock was rock hard and pressed against his stomach, a thin trail of pre-come coating his skin. Over and 
again, he felt the other man's balls slap against his ass as James drive himself in deep. 


Taking a hand from the wall, Jerry wrapped it around his cock and began to stroke in time to the other man's 
furious thrusting. He could feel his orgasm, raw and primal, balling in the pit of his stomach. 


His head snapped back as James tightened his hand and warm breath washed over his cheeks. He could hear 
James grunting, the other man obviously closing in on that final, blissful release. Gritting his teeth, Jerry 
pumped his cock as hard as he could. Pre-come slicked his skin and his thumb swept over the head. Feeling his 
body tighten, he let out a guttural roar as his orgasm snapped through him. For a heartbeat, he was blinded 
and his body was stilled as he rode out the pleasure. Behind him, he heard the other man give in and warm 


seed filled him. 


For a moment, they were like a still frame in a movie, both of them riding the waves of heady pleasure. Their 
bodies heaved as they tried to catch their breath and, for the final time, those fingernails left fresh welts in 
his still-arched back. Finally, Jerry felt himself go limp. The hand released his hair and his full ass was given a 
lazy slap. 


"Thanks, Cantrell." 


"Any time, Hetfield. Any time." 


